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ON THE HABITS AND EDU- 
CATION OF YOUTH IN THE 
EARLIER AGES. 


No. 1. 
Introductory Remarks. 


Children, who were born 
at an early period of the cre- 
ation, had few of the res- 
traints to which they are 
subjected in the present arti- 
ficial state of Society. Prob- 
ably they passed much of 
their time with shepherds 
and herdsmen, bounding 
over the hill, or resting in 
the valley, now seeking for 
sound in the tube of a reed, 
now ep uncouth figures 
in the sand, now braiding 
with new invention the glos- 
sy straw, now gazing on the 
bright lights of Heaven, now 
listening to the notes of 














ments of harmony, and now 
bending to the sea-shell to 
catch another sound of na- 
ture. 

In the beautiful climate 
where the first Bible records 
are laid, childreh enjoyed un- 
restrained the blue sky and 
free air of Heaven. ow 
happy; could they have been 
innocent! What a lovely 
world would this be, without 
sin, passion, or strife; if 
friends could rise in sweet af- 
fection, go through their du- 
ties and engagements in har- 
mony, and retire to rest 
peaceful and holy. 

But this cannot be; even 
our little ones must struggle 
and resolve, and pray against 
temptation. The wicked 
thought will be formed, and 
it must be stifled, the angry 
word will rise and it must 
be subdued, the rash deed 
will be done and it must be 
repented of. 

We will not long detain 
the attention of our young 
friends on a subject, where, 








cannot feel deeply; but 
these thoughts were sugges 
ted by our proposing to col- 
lect materials for a sketch of 
the habits and education of 
youth from the earliest peri- 
ods. 

The outlines must neces- 
sarily be imperfect, because 
History treats of men, not of 
the children from whom they 
are formed. NT AD 

If, on comparing their ad- 
vantages, our youth perceive 
their peculiar lesion more 
clearly, and act more consis- 
tently, we shall feel richly 
rewarded for any effort we 
may make to gain correct in- 
formation. 

One thing the children of 
our age should never forget, 
that they are under the 
brightest. beams of Christi- 
anity. The young, in East- 
ern nations were often sacii- 
ficed to idols; Egyptian 
children were taught to bow 
down to brutes and stones as 
their Deities; Greek and Ro- 
man youths mingled gross 
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impurities with their reli- 
gious rites, and even the He- 
brews, while they displayed 
gioriousexhibitions ofspiritu- 
al excellence, showed by 
their freyuent wanderings to 
“strange Gods,” that theirac- 
cumulated restrictions, from 
which childhood was not ex- 
empt, damped their high and 
lofty imagination of a_presi- 
ding God, 

What then is the duty of 
our youth, under the gentle 
influences of Christ ? 

It is, to cultivate that pie- 
ty and morality, without 
which it might have been 
better for them to roam in 
the darkness of heathenism. 








[We have not forgotten 
our first contributor ‘ Ami- 
cus,” although he is still un- 
known to us; but having had 
original matter to insert, we 
have delayed his extract 
from Mrs. Barbauld. We 
think her charming language 
must always please, and 
therefore present it 

To our Youngest 


Readers, 


Selected for the Rose Bud, by 
Amicus. 


God is our Father. 

The moth-er loy-eth 
her lit-tle child; she 
bring-eth it up in her 
arms; she watch-es o- 
ver it when it is a-sleep; 
if it be sick she nurs-eth 
it with ten-der love; she 
for-get-teth it not fora 





mo-ment ; she re-joic- 
eth daily in its growth. 
But who is the pa-rent 
of the moth-er? Who 
nour-ish-eth her with 
good things, and watch- 
eth o-ver her with ten- 
derlove? Whose arms 
are a-bout her to guard 
her from harm? Andif 
she is sick, who shall 
heal her? 

God is the pa-rent of 
the moth-er, He is the 
pa-rent of all, for He 
cre-a-ted all. All the 
men and all the wo-men 
who are a-live in the 
wide world, are His 
chil-dren; He lov-eth 
all, and is good to all. 


- CHARLESTON: 


Saturday, October 20, 1532. 

















SINGULAR COINCIDENCE. 


Having been often com- 
plimented on the pretty and 
novel name of our newspa- 
per, we were startled, and 
must confess,ssomewhat cha- 
grined, when a friend, last 
week, brought us a monthly 
publication from Lowell, 
(Mass.) called “The Rose 
Bud,” with a vignette some- 
what resembling our own, 
which we find has been in 











existence since last March. 
It is got up with great neat- 
ness, and seems happily de- 
signed for Sunday Schools. 
Though two great men, Leib- 
nitz and Newton, claimed 
the same invention in math- 
ematics, and disputed about 
it for years, we are disposed 
modestly to yield the right of 
priority to our Northern ri- 
val, while we maintain its 
originality withus. We will 
simply state the origin of the 
Southern name, and should 
be glad to learn its history in 
our sister State. 

One evening in July 
last, a family circle were 
conversing together, when 
one of the children ex¢laim- 
ed, “ Mother, how pretty it 
would be to have a paper, in 
which children could write.” 
“So it would, What would 
be a suitable name?’ The 
Star, the Gem, and many 
others were suggested and 
declined, until the mother 
said, “What do you think 
of the Rose Bud, with this 
motto from Scott, 

‘The Roseis fairest, when ’tis bud- 
ding new’ ? 
Atleast it will be perfectly 
original.” A wiser head ad- 
ded “ The Youth’s Gazette” 
to the title, and the manu- 
script of Number One was 
in the publisher’s hand the 





| following week. 
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An association has been 
formed in this city called the 
Ladies’ Fuel Society, for the 
benefit of the poor. It will 
include, as subscribers and 
recipients, persons of all de- 
nominations. Could this 
charity be universal, the sub- 
scribers would be able to 
give to every shivering suffer- 
er, who presented proper 
claims, warmth and comfort 
through the winter, for one 
dollar subscription per year. 
The Society goes into opera- 
tion this winter, and the 
youth of this community, 
will be able to tell the chil- 
dren of the poor, where to 
obtain relief. 





FATAL ACCIDENT. 

A lad named Charles 
Guerry, an apprentice of Mr. 
Kelly, plaisterer, was thrown 
from a horse on Tuesday last, 
in Mazyck-street, and so se- 
verely injured that he expir- 
ed in about an hour, 





“CATALOGUE OF YOUTHFUL 
GENIUS AND LEARNING.” 
An extremely interesting 

note under this head, will be 

found at the end of Mr. 

Grimke’s oration before the 

Euphradian Society, of Char- 

leston College, where he 

has industriously collected 
seventy names, all remarka- 
ble for early talents, witha 
sketch attached to each. 

Our little girls will be sur- 
prised to learn that there are 
only nine of their sex in the 
whole seventy. 

The meaning of Euphra- 
dian Society, is a Society for 
the cultivation of eloquence. 





MASTER DICKEY BLUFF. 
This young gentleman,who 
is somewhere between nine 
and fifteen years of age, is 
very proud of the following 
accomplishments. 


He never takes his hat off 


in the house when addres- 
sing any one. 

While you are speaking to 
him, he either interrupts you, 
or turns on his heel, and 
walks off. 

He thinks he shows great 
spirit by using an oath now 
and then. 

He fancies that he looks 
very independent, while 
standing outside of the 
Church during prayers. 

He takes the best place at 
table, and sits down before 
any one else. 

Perhaps he may hear 
from us again, and we have 
a notice in preparation for 


Miss Lucy Dash. 





Communications. | 
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CHARADE, 
By alittle girl of eteven. 

My first is a feminine pro- 
noun, my second a female 
article of dress, and my 
whole led all Europe to war. 





TELLING WONDERS. 


A person had been relating 
many incredible stories,when 
Professor Engel, who was 
present, in order to reprove 
his jmpertinence, said, * But 
gentlemen, all this amounts 
to very little, when I can as- 
sure you that the celebrated 
organist, Abbe Vogler, once 
imitated a thunder storm so 
well, that for miles reund 





the country, all the milk 
turned sour. EINARu. 


FOREIGN. 
ENGLAND. 

The present King of Eng- 
land completed his sixty- 
seventh year on the twenty- 
first of last month, His 
Queen, Adelaide, completed 
her fortieth year on the 
Tuesday preceding. 

Dennis Collins, who 
threw a stone at the head of 
the King at the Ascot races, 
was condemned to death, 
but the King has respited or 
delayed his execution. It is 
thought he will be imprison- 
ed for life. 








TRANSLATION 


Of the French Enigma, in our 6th 
Number. 


Both child of Nature, and of Artam!], 

Not lengthening life, I yet forbid to 
dle, 

The nearer to the truth, the more | 
cheat, 

And growing old, my youth appears 
complete. 

vIn answer is requested. 


— > ke 
[BEES SBERESE ES Bc} 
WIRD, since our last record, 
(liza Ann tHarcoate, aged 1 ycar, 

Elizabeth Ann Strobel, aged 15 
months, 
Catharine H. Blackwood, aged 19 
months, 
“ We bend in anguish o’er ye, 
“ Yet feel that ye ave blest ; 
“ Lov’d ones, so carly summon’d, 
** ‘lo enter into rest. 


CURR RUUREeeerenrs 


HE HISTORY OF NEW- 

ENGLAND, illustrated by 

‘Lales, Sketches, Anecdotes, and Ad- 

ventures. With nuincious Engiay- 

ings. By Lambert Lilly, Schoolmas- 
ter. For sale by 

EK. THAYER, 
792B road-sti ect. 
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ORTOIRTAL POWWR Ys 


A Ballad. 
THE TRAVELLER FROM NORTH 
CAROLINA. 


4 True Story. 
The wintry blast was loud and cold, 
And clouds flew wildly o’er the sky, 
‘The hard earth crackled ’neath the feet, 
And men look’d chill and hurried by. 


I heard a low rap at the door, 
The sound that speaks a suppliant’s call, 
Strange contrast with bold fashion’s note, 
Or business’ short and steady fall. 


She enter’d then—a woman lone, 

Bent o’er a crutch, and pale witli age ; 
Not hers the beggar’s studied plea, 

Nor arts, that guileless hearts engage, 


There was a gentle dignity, 
A chasten’d patience in her strain ; 
A inien of grave propriety, 
That practis’d vice can ne’ér attain. 
Her dim grey eye look’d up to mine, 
“T-came,” she said, “a distant road, 
I'm very old, and very poor. 
And have no friend—no friend but God. 


M a to ae ny bent his a . 
ith strength and vigor in eC; 
And left me to come after him, — 
When he should earn industrious fame. 
One year roll’d by—he wroté to me 
Freh from his heart, in tender joy, 
by your work and care,” he said, 
. ‘An come to meet your only boy. 
I’ve prosper’d well with daily toil, 
An honest living now is mine ; 
Come live with me, and cheer my home, 
nd on my stronger arm recline. 


Icame. I sought my blessed child— 
I thought my earthly wants had fled ; 
I came—oh, lady, pity me! 
My son, my only son, was dead, 
And very lonely is this place, 
Tho’ many faces crowd around, 
A little pittance I would ask, 

To reach my native burial ground.” 
At that she paus’d—Oh cold the heart, 
That could relses that simple tone, 

I watch’d her on her parting road, 
New faces came—and she was gone. 
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FROM THE FOREIGN QUARTERLY REVIEW. 


TRANSLATION, 


Of Victor Hugo’s Lines on Infaricy, inserted in 
the last Rose Bev. 


“In the dusky court, 
Near the altar laid, 








Sleeps the child in shadow 
‘ vi his mother’s bed : 
softly he reposes 
And his lid of roses, 
Closed to earth, uncloses - 
On the heaven o’er head. 


* Many a dream is with him, 
Fresh from fairy land, 
Spangled o’er with diamonds 
Seems the ocean sand ; 
Suns are gleaming there, 
Troops of ladies fair 
Souls of infants bear 
In their charming hand, 


“O! enchanting vision ! 
Lo, a rill up-springs, 
And, from out its bosom 
Comes a voice that sings. 
Lovelier there appear 
Sire and sisters dear, 
While his mother near, - 
Plumes her new-born wings. 


“ Bu‘ a brighter vision 

Yet his eyes behold ; 

Roses all, and lilies, 
Every path enfold ; 

Lakes in shadow sleeping, 

Silver fishes leaping, 

And the waters creeping, 
Through the reeds of gold. 


* Slumber on, sweet infant, 

Slumber peacefully ; 

Th soul yet knows not 
w hat lot may be. 

Like dead leaves that sweep 

Down the stormy deep, 

Thou art borne in sleep, 
What is all to thee ? 


“Thou canst slumber by the way ; 

Thou hast learnt to borrow 

N t from study, nought from care; 
The cold hand of sorrow, 

On thy brow unwrinkled yet, 

Where young truth and candour sit, 

Ne’er with rugged nail hath writ 

That sad word, ‘' To-morrow!” 


“Innocent! thou sleepest— 

See the heavenly band, 

Who foreknow the trials 
That for man are planned ; 

Seeing him aed, 

Unfearing, un-alarmed, 

With their tears have warmed 
His unconscious hand, 


oe hovering o’er him, 
Kise Rane where he lies, 
Hark! hesees them weeping, 
ee to he cries ; 
‘THiush !’ the angel says, 
On his lips he my P 
One finger, one displayg 

Eis native skies,” 
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